Little Houtweg, waiting for her to come out, he
questioned himself whether he had the right to
allow her to go on hoping that their relationship
would be permanent. It would be better to tell her
that he couldn't help being what he was, a liar,
who might for a time desist from lying ; a thief,
who did his best not to steal, but today or tomorrow
his sinfulness might turn out to be stronger than his
will. It would be more honourable to break with
her and to pray for his soul for the rest of his life.
But as soon as she opened the gate and laid her hand
on his arm, so confident and so happy, he was filled
with a sorrow that brought him near to weeping.
He was silent because he could not answer, and he
felt it was a good thing that they were walking in
the darkness and she could not see the tears in his
eyes. Then half an hour or so with her parents
round the coffee-table, where he did not need to
talk because Kroon always had so much to say, and
was so long-winded that he hadn't finished by the
time they were standing at the door again. That,
too, was "dishonourable of him, to let these people
believe that he had serious intentions. And,
without a word, he took her home again. Before
he went home himself, he walked a while longer
through the quiet streets to throw off his depression.
And so it went on all through the autumn, twice
a week when they went out. He did not dare to
speak.